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and where for above half an hour, whilst making a pillow
of Caesar's shaggy hide, as he slept, I had been laughing at,
and enjoying the uproar and confusion arising from /ny
supposed loss.

Being thus discovered, I was dragged forth, and after
some upbraidings from my mother for the fright I had
given her, was taken to my bed chamber, where an incision
was made in each arm, as if the operator intended to
cut me up, the wound being at least two inches in length,
and nearly to the bone, in depth, the scars of which remain
very visible at the present day. Yet all this butchery
(which was the mode then universally pursued) was of no
avail, for owing to the matter being too old, or from some
other unknown cause, I did not take the infection.

This was in the summer of 1756. In the month of July
of that year a large party dined with my father, at Twicken-
ham, at which were present Lord Cholmondeley, and his
brother, the General, Sir Charles Sheffield, the owner of the
Queen's Palace in St. James's park, then called Buckingham
house, Sir William Stanhope, to whom Pope's place belonged,
Mr. Simon Luttrell, afterwards Earl of Carhampton, my
God-father Colonel Mathews, and others. As I was sitting
upon the knee of the latter, after dinner, having just swal-
lowed a bumper of claret which he had given me, I, with a
deep sigh said to him,

" I wish I was a man."

" Aye," observed the Colonel, " and pray why so,
William ? "

To which I quickly replied,

" That I might drink two bottles of wine every day."

This wish, and the reason, being communicated to the
company made a hearty laugh, and Mr. Luttrell, who was
a famous hard liver, pronounced that I should live to be a
damned drunken dog, the rest agreeing that I should
undoubtedly be a very jolly fellow ! I believe, with no more
than justice to myself, I may say, the latter prediction,
as the milder of the two, proved nearest the truth. I
certainly have at different periods drank very freely, some-